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Kick The Chair 


Author's Notes: 
This made an appearance while | was holed up at home on New Year\'s Eve thanks to a chest infection! 


Lyrics courtesy of The Fresh Prince of Bel-Air. 


Auld Lang Syne rang through the spacious house. Arms were linked and glasses raised as everyone celebrated 


the dawning of a new year, kissing the old one goodbye in a swill of high spirits. 


But not everyone was celebrating. Sitting on the island in the middle of the kitchen, David scowled, glass of 
fizzy, and frankly quite tasteless, alcohol free wine clutched to his chest. Beneath the high jinx was the subtle 
ripple of menace. The menace that indicated that someone had, once again, fallen off the wagon. Oh, David had 
known that it had been coming for a while. The threat was always there, especially during the holiday season 
when everyone turned up with a bottle and expected you to take a drink with them. It was then that the 


demon that lived within Dave reared its snarling head. 


"Junior!" A cloud of hair stopped before him, dark eyes peering from within the mess. "Happy new year, man!" 


He managed a weak smile. He was trying, really he was, but with the threat of the Demon Dave looming, trying 


was all he could do. 
"Same to you, Slash. How's the party?" 
Eyes appeared as the guitarist pushed a handful of hair from his face. 


"s good, man," there was a distinct slur to his voice but that didn't surprise David, not with the mostly empty 
bottle of Jack that dangled from the guitarist's fingers. 


The bottle came up, Slash slowly unwinding a finger to point in the direction of the noise and music. "You gonna 


Join us?" 


Eyes becoming wistful but not wanting to burden Slash with his troubles, David shook his head. "No. You go 
back and enjoy yourself.” 


Slash became hidden again as he nodded and turned away. "Catch ya later, Junior! An’ happy new YEAR!" 


Looking over the top of his glass, he watched the retreating body before sliding to the floor. Leaning against 
the door frame, he watched. There, in the throes of it, was Dave, standing tall as he proposed toast after 
toast, everyone roaring along with him. For a moment, David felt like he could have stepped out and blended in 
but as, just as he thought Dave was about to speak, a hush fell over the crowded room. Eyes, lit with the 


fires of booze, came to rest on him. 


"Ladies an’ gentleman, a little tribute to my lover. To the man who's stood by me through everythin’, who's 


loved me and given me his life. To Junior!" 


Cringing inwardly, David forced a smile and raised his glass as the rest of the party lifted theirs and screamed 
his name in unison. There had been many times that he'd wanted to kill Dave and now was one of them. 
Watching Dave, he felt like he could have put him six feet under such was the ferocity of his glare. But then 
redhead chose to ignore him, instead flopping into the ornate throne-like chair which sat in the middle of the 
room. It had been used in some photo shoot and, through routes which David didn't particularly want to know 


about, Dave had brought it home. It didn't fit with the clean cut design of the house, but who was he to 


complain? 


As the attention drained away from him, David dumped his glass and quietly made his way to bed. No one 


noticed and he didn't care; Dave's drunken ramblings had given him more than enough. 


wun 


The first day of the new year dawned with a crisp, bright sun, the light gently waking him. In the brief blur of 
waking, the horrors of the previous evening flashed through his mind, turning him cold. Then, as he woke, the 


bitterness melted away to be replaced with the sweet taste of revenge. 


Getting up, David washed and dressed, trying to remain as silent as possible. Not that it would matter because 
drunken Dave would sleep through anything. War could break out and Dave would know nothing. Today though, 


silence was golden. 


Creeping down the stairs, he smirked as he spotted Dave, still sprawled in his throne. Empty bottles, like 
patient courtiers, sat at the feet of the slumbering king. Humming the theme song from the Fresh Prince of 
Bel-Air, he retrieved a large pair of scissors from the kitchen Luckily, they weren't children any longer and 


every reveller that had graced the house the previous evening seemed to have melted into nothing. 


Stepping behind Dave, he pressed the point of the scissors into the back of his lover's neck. The sleeping man 
only stirred. Grabbing a handful of silken red hair, David viciously pulled, pressing the cool blades deeper into 
Dave's neck. With a grunt and a whimper, Dave awoke with a start, body stiffening in the chair. 


"Don't fuckin’ move, Mustaine," he hissed, lips pressed to Dave's right ear. "Or it all comes off" Pulling the 


blades back, he ominously snapped them just in Dave's view. "Every last inch." 


He could see the goosebumps rising on the guitarist's skin, body trembling slightly. "Junior," the normally brash 


voice was oddly quiet. 


"Don't you "Junior" me, shitbag." Another tug of the thick, orange hair, the scissors coming up and slicing 
through a few, fragile strands. 


The sweetest sound whined from the other as he let the chopped hair flutter to the floor. "David, please." 


Letting the pleasure of the moment flow through him, David tightened his grip, fingers wrapping the hair over 


and around them. "Please, what?" 
He listened as Dave took in a sharp breath, the sound hollow and scratching. "Please don't do this." 
"Do what? This?" Snp! And a few more hairs fell away, a small curtain dropping as Dave let out a pained howl. 


How the mighty were falling, the mere threat of a simple pair of scissors turning his boyfriend into a 
whimpering child. Letting him go, David threw the heel of his hand between Dave's shoulders, pushing him from 
the high backed chair. The narcissist in him howled with happiness as the now broken Dave sprawled to the 
floor, face filled with bewildered shock. 


Jumping into the gold embellished chair, he draped his legs over the carved arms. Staring down at Dave, he 
brandished the simple weapon, hairs still trapped in the hinge. How sweet it tasted, the sudden rush of power, 
the pay back for having his new year ruined. Every time Dave had fallen from the wagon, David had been 


there, had endured the pain and abuse at the hands of a junkie alcoholic. He'd held Dave's hand as he'd sobbed 
and begged and apologised and been hauled off to rehab. But this time David was determined to nip it in the 


bud before he had to wake up to a slathering Dave wanting sex. This time it ended before it started 


Dave was starting to recover, the hangover and obvious rage beginning to surface. "Junior," the menace, the 


one that had lingered in the air the night before, starting to appear. 


Skin tingling, he let Dave get to his knees, begin to get to his feet before lashing out with a foot, sending him 
skidding back to the floor. 


"Stay there," he replied, his own voice low and threatening. His heart pounded, adrenaline pumping but he was 


enjoying it. Playing with fire had never been so delicious. 


For once, Dave did as he was told, sitting back on his heels, eyes hooded as he surveyed the man that now sat 


upon his throne. "What the hell is this about, Junior?" 


Placing the scissors across his knees, David leaned forward, a sickly smile on his lips, his body reacting as he 


looked at the man before him. It was a beautiful sight and one David had only dreamed of seeing. 


"You," he quietly replied, the threat hanging thickly over them. "You and your back sliding. The drinking. t's one 
step from you sticking a needle back in your arm" His eyes narrowed, holding Dave's suddenly guilty gaze. "And 


it stops now." 


Sitting back, David crossed his legs as he luxuriated in the comfortable seat. He could see why Dave liked it; it 
gave an air of devilish power without trying. Scratching his head with the scissors, he gazed at the ceiling for 


a moment. "And after last night, you owe me an apology.” 
There was a snort and David looked back just in time to see Dave roll his eyes. "For what?" 


"For drinking yourself into oblivion, Mustaine," his voice dripped with disdain. "For humiliating me in front of our 


friends. For leaving me while you got your kicks." 


"| did no such thing!" Dave, as always, was quick to retaliate. "| was just fuckin’ enjoying myself. You're just 
getting all fuckin’ uptight again, Junior." Once again, Dave rolled his eyes, huffing as he did. "You never know 
when to let something go do you?" 


That comment hurt, slicing through him and his own sobriety. It was tough to maintain, especially with Dave 


and his cutting remarks. 
"Fuck you," he hissed, trying not to lose the cool he had spent the past moments building. 


Snatching at Dave's hair, he pulled the scathing drunkard to him, glaring down into the hard eyes, nostrils 
flaring as Dave silently dared David to defy him. He had gone too far to turn back now and even if he'd wanted 
to he wouldn't. This was about teaching Dave a lesson, teaching him his place. The lesson may be gone from 


the other's mind within a day yet David knew that he'd only have to pull out the scissors to send Dave into a 


cold sweat and give him a flickering reminder. 


Pushing the scissors to one side, he tore at the zipper of his jeans and pulled out his engorged cock. Panting, 
he offered to the kneeling Dave. "I don't want you to say sorry. That word lost its meaning years ago. You can 
apologise this way instead." 


Picking up the scissors, he stroked them along Dave's cheek, watching as the other flinched in fear. "Or | can 
just take your hair, Goliath.” He shrugged, face hard. "Your choice." 


For a moment, Dave glared at him, nostrils flaring as he contemplated what had been said. The scissors lay 
threateringly against his face and, as he was forced to wait, David slid them over the redhead's ear. 


Tauntingly, he snapped them, Dave crying out and jumping back as a few more hairs fell away. 
"Okay, okay! For fuck's sake, Junior, I'll suck your fucking cock if thats what you want." 


Dave winced as the metal tapped against temple. "Language, Mustaine," David warned. "Otherwise | take it off. 
Now get to work." 


The look Dave gave him was just as painful as the one he'd tried to bury his lover with the previous night. 
Then lips, as warm as the sun, wrapped around his hard cock and David fell back against the hard chair with a 
groan. He couldn't remember the last time Dave had gifted him with this favour; it certainly hadn't been the 


previous year and may not have been the one before that either. 


David had a hard time keeping his eyes open but he forced himself to, to witness the marvel before him. 
Golden hair lay over his thighs, darkened eyes looking up into his own. Smiling, he grabbed a handful of that fire 
coloured hair and pushed the inviting mouth down, snickering as Dave choked, eyes bugging. He tried to pull 
away, snot pooling at the base of his nose, but merely shook his head, savouring it all 


Grasping the back of Dave's head, he finally gave into the moment, head flopping back and mouth lolling stupidly 
open. Soft slurps filled the air and Dave did something with his tongue that made David stiffen and howl. A low 


hum vibrated through his groin, Dave's throat tightening around him, encouraging him to come. 

With a cry of Dave's name, David arched his back, spilling himself into Dave's mouth. His orgasm went on and 
on, spiralling him away on a haze of near pained ecstasy. Ever so slowly, relishing the sensation, he came down. 
Opening his eyes, he grinned as he took in the stunned look on Dave's face. Glistening globules of come were 
strung through Dave's shiny hair and sliding down his nose. Leaning closer, David cheekily licked the liquid that 
dangled from the other's nose. 

"You should do that again" He crashed back into the chair, not bothering to do up his jeans. "I taste good." 
Crossing his hands behind his head, David smirked and closed his eyes, ignoring Dave. 


Looked at my kingdom, | was finally there, 


To sit on my throne as the prince of Bel-Air 


~~ The End~~ 


